fenced off for the winter so that it might be re-turfed
or re-sown. She saw suddenly that a man was sitting on
the hurdles, and that he rose and was coming towards
her. Her heart beat fast, for this was a lonely place; no
civil guard would be near. Perhaps it might be a civil
guard; a keen look showed that it was no civil guard.

It was ever her word that a danger faced was half a
danger. If she ran, she would be run down before she
had gone far, and would only be out of breath by the
effort. Every step forward took her nearer to her home,
where a cry would rouse Kallianassa. She moved towards
the man; she felt terrified, yet having moved in a rough
world, she knew certain tricks of self-defence, and knew
well that even desperate men will dread a desperate
woman. She thought, too, that it might be some lover
waiting for his love in the small hours, or some home-
less beggar. The man wore a dark cloak which shone.

"Lady Theodora?" he said.

It was the Prince Justinian.

She had an instant relief at knowing who it was, but
at once there came the thought that those old maids next
door might be watching through their curtains. It would
never do to be seen or suspected of receiving gallants at
night, yet here was the Prince, and she knew that what-
ever brought him to her it was not gallantry, and that
the old maids should, therefore, be dared. She knew,
too, that she must not speak his name; he had come back
secretly, when all believed him gone upon his mission.
He was wearing a cloak of fine canvas, which had been
tarred. He swung this from him so that it rested on the
crook of his left arm.

"May I speak with you, please?" he said.

"Certainly," she said. "Come into the house. Are you
wet through?"
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